





TheTragedkofRkhardD.ef 

Or'fliould I clig yf) thy forefathers graucs. 

And hang their rotten coffins vp in chaincs. 

It could not flake mineirfe,aor cafe my heart< 

The fight of any of the houfe ofTorh^, 

Is as a f iirie to torment my foule. 
Therforctilllrooteoutthatcurfedlinej ^ 

And leaue not oneon earthjlle Hue in hell therforei 
Olctmeprayjbefonrltakemydcathj - 
To thee Ipraic,fweet Otfford pittie me. 

Clif , 1 fi^gh pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

I neuer did thee htirt, wherefore wilt thou kill me.^ 
C/^. Thy father hath. 

^r. But t was ere I was hornet 
Thou haft one foHnc,for his fake pittie me, 

Leaft in reuengc therephfith God is iufi. 

He be as raiferablie flaiiie as I. 

Ohjlct me line in prifbn allmy daies, 

And when I giuc occafion of offence,. 

Then let me diCjfor now thou haft no caufe, 

C/if. Nocaufe.^Thy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Tlantagenet^ come Plmtagenet, 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleaning to my blade, 
Shallruftvpon my wcapon,till thy blood 
Congcald with his, do makeme wipeoffbothi Sxit, ; 

^Alames, Enter the^n^ of Tm^folus, 

Tor. Ah Tor ke,poa{{ to thy Caftle.faue thy iifej 
Thegoale is loft ; thoiihoufc ofl^an'cafier, , J 

Thrice happic chaunce it is for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgdc my daks, and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes : ■ 

But this! know, they hauedemeand thenifelucsj 
Likcinen borne to renowne by hf6 or death: 

Three times this daie arntRichardto my fight. 

And cried, coutrage Father { VTcftoricjOr death. 

And twice fo oft came £’d)V4r<^to my view. , , 

With purple faiilchen paintedto the hilts. 

In blood ofthofe whom he had flaughtercd. 

' Oh 
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rorke.andmmetkfat. 

u 1 ThMrethcDmmraesrNowaytoflic.^ 

So^w^« 

And here my hfe muft end. 

frnfuchmcrcicashisruthtuUarmc 

V»Sfiolcrigh.paym««^^ 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from ^ 

Scorning what ere you can atflift ^ 

wS ftay you Lords^what,multuudes and fc 

rif. So cowards fight when they can flic no longer. 
So^^ucs do pecke the Rauens pierfing tallents; 

So defperate thicucs all hopelefte of their hues. 

Breath out inueftiues gainft dae ofocers. 

Torke. Oh Clford, yet bethinkc dice onceagamc. 

And in thy minde oterun my former timet 

iHd bite ly tongue ,h« fltnndreH hm, vnth cowrdlfe, 

Whofe verie lookc'hath made thee quake eie this. 

Clif.l will not bandic with thee word for word, 

But buckle widi thee blowestwifc two for one* 

Qmcnt. Holde valient C/jford/, for a diouiandcaules, 

1 would prolong the traitours hfe a while. r t 1 

Wradi makes him dcafe,fpeake thou T^rthumberland. 

Nor.Hok\ Chfford,do not honour him io much. 

To prickethy finger, though to wound liis hcaut 
'what valour were it when a curre doth giin. 

For one to thruft his band betwenc his teeth. 

When he might fpurnc hiiii-with his footc away.? 




